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" Give it him ! " The talk at the table immediately died
away. Fomin  looked  expectantly   at   the   door.  It  was"
flung open. A billowing white  cloud  of vapour poured
into the room. Driven forward by a resounding blow on
the back, a tall, bareheaded man in a quilted khaki jacket
and grey felt boots took several impetuous, stumbling paces^
and struck his shoulder hard against the ledge of the stove.
From the porch came a cheerful shout, before the door was
slammed:
" Here's one more for you ! "
Fomin rose and adjusted the belt around his tunic.
" Who are you ? " he asked authoritatively.
Panting, the man in the quilted jacket passed his hand
over his hair, tried to wriggle his shoulders, and frowned
with pain.  He had been struck on the spine with something
heavy, probably a rifle butt.
ff Can't you speak ?   Have you lost your tongue ?   Who
are you, I asked/'
" A Red Army soldier/'
" From what force ? "
" The Twelfth Grain Requisitioning regiment/'
" Aha, this is a find ! " one of the men sitting at the table
declared with a smile.
Fomin continued the examination :
" What were you doing here ? "
'* We were trying to hold ... we were sent . . /'
" Of course !  How many of you were there in the village ?"
" Fourteen/'
" Where are the others ? "
The Red Army man did not answer ;   he had difficulty**
in opening his lips. A bubbling noise came from his throat,
a thin strfeam of blood flowed out of the left corner of his
mouth and over his chin.  He wiped his lips with his hand,
looked at his palm and wiped it on his trousers.
" That's your swine . . /'he said in a gurgling voice,
swallowing his blood. " They've injured my lungs. . . /'
" Never you fear i We'll get you well! " a stocky cossack
said jestingly, rising from the table, and winking at the
others.
"Where are the rest of you ? " Fomin asked again.
" Gone to Yelanska with the baggage train/1